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"In Russia, one of his close assstants, awoman, died early in the 1920s, and it was aterrible shock to
everybody, because she was amember of the group, and a so, they worked together in various electrical
inventions. Theremin said, 'WWe must not cry over the dead body of our close assistant. We must
immediately take stepsto creste an instrument that would revivify adead body, and not consider "dead”
asanend.”

—Nicolas Sonimsky, interviewed in Theremin, An Electronic Odyssey (1993) directed by S. Martin

Isoutside my coldwater flatsacar darm singing. | will throw open the window. Comes another and
another, al over dark city. How it fillsmy heart with joy.

| shal havethegirl bring tea, and we shdl listen.

Let usshare our views. For me, how to say, soon shdl sing thefat lady. Door is shut. Sun is black. Only
| think of my Termen. Since many years my Termen is dead. | made acquaintance of Lev Sergeivich
Termenin 1938, in Gulag, following his repatriation from New Y ork City, courtesy NKVD. My
assgnment at such time shal beto befriend my Termen for purpose of informing agency concerning
thoughts and activities of same.

Already was my Termen famousin even capitaist countries for ones musica inventions. He was not
depressed at such time, in Gulag, even though it was not permitted he should have any longer
communication with American wifein New Y ork. He wished to be of assstance in war effort vs. Nazis,
isnt it? With end of war, however, ismy Termen eschew such continuing military efforts. For was he not,
inhisheat, an atigt?

"Mikhail,"—his very first words to me—"you are too young that you shdl be so dways sad. Make once
inawhile, perhaps, ajoke, awitticiam, yes, can you? Come, we shal discover new things together.”

My own sdlf, | am orphan since many years, thank you to faling of heavy torch cylinder while my father
ghdl work on Trans-Siberian Railway in Baikd; a such timel am smaller than wink of humming bird.
Reault: | had never afather but my Termen. Congtantly | shall hiding my eyesto weep, not for sadness,
but by reason he has made me so happy, my Termen.

Anartist hewas. | think of bastard Nuzhin a Moscow Conservatory maybe '66, maybe '67, tell my
dearly beloved, my Lev Sergeavich, saying: "Electricity not for music, Comrade Termen. Electricity for kill
our enemies” Totd typica. Nuzhinissmall maninit lookslike operajacket. So tight and starched it is,
this jacket crackles when Nuzhin shall even bresthe. M oustaches has this Nuzhin and perfect smal hands
like arubber baby doll hishands. My Termen, my eagle, tal and square hisjaw, and eyes him bluelike
ocean; besde my eagle, Nuzhinisill chicken. Thiseagle, my Termen, evenwasdarling of V.I. Lenin. |
have seen the documentation. But, now days, theill chicken has behind it, what, claws and teeth of
Russian bear.

Nuzhin shdl snap fingers, and four laboratory assstants are removing to junk pile al what my Termen has
wrought. Even aso prototype Terpistone machine, which it shal squeal and twerp as Nuzhin goons shdll
near it. Such comedy it was. Similar sound it shal be from on€e's Viper car darm come many years
hence. And my Termen whispered to me (and that evening | shall secretly report same to my superiors at
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